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	1. Chapter 1

Vast drifts of white peacock poop dotted Kronos's Funhouse of Terror and Boring Thrill Ride. Come one, Come all: Tour the Haunted House and Get Well and Truly Scared, boasted the blinking neon sign. Under it, a small tag read Nine thousand and one evil deeds done. High on the hill towered the rotting gothic mansion Kronos had renovated into a rotting administration hub, freak show, and lost children center. The off-duty minions were currently in the basement playing foosball and trying to rig the pinball machines. Below, in the dungeon, captured demigods were having their sanity broken by constant brutal exposure to taped reruns of daytime TV. Those who resisted were shown the shopping channel. Up above, Kronos was having his Chief Lackeys to dinner.

"You, you, and you." Voice grating like a sack of muddy gravel, Kronos gestured to three chickens. "Slice yourselves open so the good bits fall on my plate."

As the chickens hastened to comply, Kronos leaned back in his creaky chair. Festooned with heaps of garbage over a shiny layer of expired suntan lotion, he smelled like the hind end of a diseased orangutan. Kronos began stroking his large white bunny, which turned instantly brown from his unwashed hands. So many of his evil minions had been killed in previous myths that he'd widened his recruitment pool to significantly naughty malcontents, halfwits, and even movie stars. The Phantom of the Cesspit. Dracula. The Mummy. The Blob. Mr. Hide. The Wicked Witch of the West. Sniffy Snort, inscrutable as always. And last, the dreaded Tooth Fairy, fangs bared. Only two of these were the same person.

Kronos straightened. "Welcome, everyone. I hope after a summer at management training camp you've all revitalized your cruelest core competencies: Pinching, squelching, mangling, and the like. As you know, this is the year we increase death production, employ cutting-edge technology to shred our enemies into puppy chow, and downsize Olympus until it capsizes. I don't just mean the dull bits. In fact, we'll be implementing my hostile corporate takeover of...wait for it... Camp Half Blood itself."

The Lackeys applauded.

A messenger ran into the room. "Percy Jakeson's escaping!"

Kronos drew his scythe and decapitated him, killing him instantly. "How? Where?" he demanded.

"He seems at a loss for words," Snort commented neutrally. "Not to mention his head. However, as I've already told you, a loyal spy has spent 5 minutes protecting Percy Jakeson, only to turn traitor now at the last minute. He says the boy should be on his way to the park now if we want to show up and grind him into duck food.

"Well, that would certainly make the ducks happy, wouldn't it?" Kronos mused. "All right. You've only tried to kill me once today, so let me get my coat."

The doorbell rang. "Trick or Treat!"

"Get lost!" Kronos shouted. "Can't you see I'm consulting my worthless minions?"

"No we can't!"

Kronos sighed exasperatedly and tossed some of their dinner into the window where the kids were peeking through.


	2. Chapter 2

**Camp Half Blood**

Percy eyed his toy horse where it leaned against the shed. Someone had traced "Please wash me" with a fingertip. "Is it safe to travel? I mean with the doom and despair and so forth?"

"Relax," Luke said. "You won't die this early in this FanFiction."

"Well, that's true," Percy said, brightening.

"Besides, it's not as if I'd deliberately betray your plans to Kronos himself, just to keep my semi-loyal double agent in work. Even in this huge recession we're having. I mean, that would be unforgivable, not to mention stupid, betraying the son of Poseidon just for a few dollars—which I haven't received by the way."

"Drachma."

Luke blinked.

"We're in Camp Half Blood, so it's drachma, not dollars."

"Of course, of course. Quite right. Well, off you go."

"Wait, you babysat me all day and now you're staying behind? Luke, you're responsible for my education."

Luke's eyes narrowed. "Is that a statement or an accusation?" Percy didn't answer. "Well, I've prepared you as well as someone with my limited capabilities can. And I don't think you'll need me for the next, say, hour or two."

"How 'bout the rest of my life?" Percy said as he mounted his toy horse.

"Yes, that's what I said. Now, off you go."

So Percy flew off blissfully into the sun.

A few minutes later, on the other other side of Manhattan...

Percy examined the duck pond. His toy horse had mysteriously run out of gas, and duck guano would substitute well in a pinch.

Just then, a dark shadow sprang from the bushes. A lighter shadow unrolled beside it.

Percy clapped both hands to his cheeks and screamed. "Ahhhhhhhh! It's Dracula and the mummy!"

He spun. The Phantom was flicking his fingers menacingly from behind a tree. "A weird neurotic guy in a cape and top hat!" The Blob squelched out, and Percy's eyes widened. "And...last night's dinner?"

A magical pellet sped towards him out from behind the grassy knoll. Shot from a wooden slingshot, it headed unerringly for Percy's head, preparing to turn it into a pile of mint custard. Far away, the AUTHOR'S fingers spasmed on the keyboard. He'd made Kronos too powerful! And if Percy died this early, so would this FanFiction.

Just then, a miracle happened. Percy ducked, and as he did, his water gun shuddered and fired of its own volition in the knoll's direction. A blast shook the air, coupled with an acidic sizzle. "That's impossible," Percy murmured. If he'd listened, he might have discerned the faint garbage-scented cry of "My batteries! No!" Oblivious, however, Percy aimed his water gun carefully at the Blob. He fired.

Nothing happened.

In desperation, Percy fired again at the Phantom, who screamed as the water gun shot a spurt of high velocity tear droplets coupled with 80s stage effects. The droplets sizzled and morphed into dentures, which bit off the Phantom's arms.

Abandoning his ineffective horse, Percy ran. The grass was uneven and hilly, with occasional slippery patches the ducks had clearly visited. Behind him he heard the sharp squeals of the Tooth Fairy, bent on her prey. Twin scents of ozone and burned teeth hovered ever closer. Encircling him, the horror movie henchmen flung ancient bandages and sharp spells, while the grass only provided cover for Percy's precious toes. Thud! Percy tumbled against a familiar figure. "Ahhhhhh! The Goat man!" He clapped his hands to his cheeks, even though it hadn't helped him the last time. "Aaaargh!"

"Quiet, I'm on your side."

Percy stared at Grover G. Udderwood, last of his dearest friends who hadn't betrayed him or been killed in some horrible way. Befriended by him years before, Grover was mostly shaggy goat: just as furry and about as intelligent. Some of the foremost pedigree experts in the world had pronounced him part sheep, part orangutan, and part used mop. "Oh, good. Brought me a birthday present?"

"Yes, but there's no time for that now! We're in great danger! If we're not back for dinner, my wife will have me turned into a shrub!"

"Wait... you have a wife?"

"No But it was a good excuse to get you out of here!"

The monsters had left their protective cover and were sneaking (in one case, squelching) closer. Percy ducked as a frayed bandage lashed far too close. He clutched Grover's fur coat, only to realize he wasn't wearing one. "Every scary monster from the last hundred years of cinema is chasing me. I need your help!"

"I'm on it." Grover turned to face the monsters. "Hey, uglies. Know who this is?"

"Oh yes." The Tooth Fairy cackled in triumph. "Now leave him to us."

"This is Percy Jakeson." Grover explained, "He's expected at his movie premiere next week. If he doesn't show up..."


End file.
